EPILOGVS.

Las (my lord) my hall was al to hote,

I fhut my glaffe, before you gafde
your fill,

And at a glimfe, my feely felfe haue
fpied,

A flranger trowpe, than any yet
were fene:

Beholde (my lorde) what monfters

muster here,
With Angels face, and harmefull helim harts,
With fmylmg lookes, and depe deceitful thoughts,
With tender skinnes, and ftony cruel mindes,
With Healing fteppes, yet forward feete to fraude.
Behold, behold, they neuer flande content,
With God, with kmde, with any helpe of Arte,
But curie their locks, with bodkins and with braids,
But dye their heare, with fundry fubtill fleights,
But paint and flicke, til fayreil face be foule,
But bumbail, bolster, friile, and perfume :
They marre with muske, the balme which nature made,
And dig for death, in dellicatefl dimes.
The yonger forte, come pypmg on apace,
In whittles made of fine enticing wood,
Til they haue caught, the birds for whom they brycled.
The elder forte, go (lately flalking on,
And on their backs, they beare both land and fee,
Castles and Towres, revenewes and receits,
Lordfhips, and manours, fines, yea fermes and al.
What fbould thefe be ? (fpeake you my louely lord)
They be not men : for why? they haue no beards.
They be no boyes, which weare fuch fide long gowns.
They be no Gods, for al their gallant gloffe.
They be no diuels, (I trow) winch feme fo faintifli.
Wnat be they ? women? masking in mens weedes ?